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FPIOTION. 
A WEEKLY PUBLICATION CONTAINING ONLY STORIES. 


Published Every Monday. 


No. 23 contains **A Friend at Court,” by Fulian Mag- 
nus, a witty and amusing story of match-making; ‘*A 
Night in a Dissecting-Room,” by Fohn Iredale, a start- 
ling and sensational sketch of the horrors of such a place; 
“The Life of Tommy Tremaine,” a brilliantly-written 
story, by A. E. Watrous; “Bent, Not Broken,” will be 
concluded in the next number, the present installment be- 
ing quite up to the standard of the preceding «nes. This 
novel, as a whole, gives the best and most realistic account 
of students’ life in our American colleges; *‘A Messenger 
from ” 1s one of Ernest Harvier’s very original and 
amusing productions; Arthur Lot exhibits his versatilitv 
in ** Wanted —a Son-in-Law;” ‘*Faith” increases in in- 
terest, and its portrayal of character is masterly. There 
are few numbers more readable than this one. The price 
of FICTION is ro cents a copy; $4.4 year. 








CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 


HOUGHTFUL publicists long ago called at- 

tention to the fact that the excitement of 

a presidential election once in every four 
years was calculated to unsettle the business of 
the country. Experience proved, long ago, 
that the thoughtful publicists were right. But 
even the furthest-sighted of the statesmen of 
yore scarcely foresaw the present condition of 
political affairs in this country, If the turmoil, 
the partisan agitation, the general nervous dis- 
turbance of the people had a bad influence on 
the serious affairs of life when it came for a 
period of six or eight months in each fourth 
year, what influence has it not now, when we 
have no sooner elected-one president than we 
begin to worry ourselves about choosing his 


successor ? 


* 
* a 


This is not, perhaps, exactly a fair statement 
of the case. We, the people, do not worry our- 
selves. ‘The most of us are, in truth, well satis- 
fied to wait and see what men and what issues 
the important year may bring forth. But the 
politicians begin to worry themselves, and that 
amounts to pretty much the same thing, for the 
politicians will not let us rest and be at ease. 
‘They make us, against our will, partners in 
their intrigues. They begin the fight, and we 
are in it, whether we like it or no. ‘Their 
division into parties and sections of parties and 
sub-sections of parties causes legislative dead- 
locks and stops the proper transaction of public 
business. Private affairs are affected by a gen- 
eral feeling of uneasiness. Business men are 
made to understand that they cannot count on 
even a poor four years of tranquility under a 
duly elected administrative officer, the head of 
an organized party. 





Last year we intrusted the management of 
this government to the man chosen by the Re- 
publican party. Almost before he was inaugu- 
rated, the Republican party had split into two 
parts, and only one part continued to sup- 
port the man whom both had elected. That 
president is dead, and his legal successor sits 
in his chair; but still the Republican party is 
divided against itself; and the two sections 
wait only for some new personal issue to split 
up into heaven knows how many little cliques, 
The great opposition party is in the same con- 
dition. In fact, we have no parties any longer: 
only two great camps, principally composed of 
men who all want to be leaders, and who, if 
they cannot lead all their fellows, are willing to 
break up their armies into small detachments 
and fight a freebooter’s fight for power. It is 
no longer a battle for principle; it is a scrim- 
mage for place. 


These self-seeking, self-elected leaders ask for 
the votes of the people solely on the ground of 
personal popularity. One is as bad as the other. 
Not one can come forward to say: ‘‘ I am com- 
bating for this or for that principle.’ When a 
principle comes their way they fight shy of it. 
‘They are afraid to handle the tariff question— 
a burning question indeed—and they are in- 
clined to deal gingerly with the Mormon matter, 
lest by some chance it should become a great 
issue in 1884—an issue which would sweep aside 
all smaller issues, and divide the people on a 
more important question than the “ popularity”’ 
or the ‘‘ magnetism’’ of Mr. Roscoe Conkling 
or Mr, James G, Blaine. 


It is our opinion that many of these too 
energetic politicians will find themselves short 
of some of their stock of “ personal popular- 
ity’? before November of *84 comes round. 
They have begun too soon to trade upon it, and 
they may find out that it is too perishable a 
commodity to carry for three seasons. It is 
all very sharp, and very enterprising and very 
wide-awake, to begin in the winier of ’81-2 to 
roll up the big snowball of personal favor which 
is to take the prize for size two years hence. 
But there are three hot summers to come be- 
tween January, 1882,and November, 1884; and 
many a fine round snowball will be a puddle of 
tepid water before the latter date; and it may 
be, after all, that the successful roller will be 
some new man, who begins his work, fresh and 
enthusiastic, in the heavy snow falls at the open- 
ing of election year. 


* 

It is not a violent transition from the poli- 
tician to the ticket-speculator. There are many 
strong points of similarity between the two 
classes. Both are superfluities, even nuisances. 
Both are obstructionists, Both are richly en- 
dowed with cheek. Both interfere with legiti- 
mate business. Both impose upon a long suf- 
fering public. Both are at present audaciously 
braving the too long quiescent boot-toe of pop- 
ular indignation, that must sooner or later lift 
them over the edge of existence into the shad- 
owy nothingness of eternal oblivion. 

* 


* 

Of the two, we think we prefer the ticket- 
speculator. He exists by direct and special 
sanction of law. He has made his position 
legally solid, and he does work for his living, 
after a fashion. He braves the terrors of the 
managerial boot when he follows his victim into 
the theatre-lobby. This shows courage and de- 
termination, Of course we are speaking of the 
genuine speculator—the free and untrammeled 
brigand who wrests your money from you on 
the sidewalk. ‘There are pampered minions 
who have a special arrangement with certain 
houses, and thrive on it. But these men are 
comparatively meek and unobtrusive. They 
rarely resort to force; it is not necessary. They 





have the best seats in the house, and if you 
want those seats you must come to them. No, 
it is the genuine road-agent, bandit chief, dyna- 
mite Nihilist ticket-speculator from whom we 
pray to be delivered—and may the deliverance 
bring with it a good riddance of his patron the 
politician—at Albany and in New York. 


oe 

‘You Americans,’’ say foreign critics: ‘* do 
such odd things, so different from our way, so 
utterly unconventional.’? ‘There is much truth 
in this; but everything that is odd and uncon- 
ventional is not always better than what is con- 
ventional, although, unfortunately, many people 
are willing to believe the contrary. ‘Take, for 
instance, the case of ex-Secretary Robeson. 
Mr. ex-Secretary Robeson did not succeed in 
retiring from office, we mean under the Grant 
administration, without being subjected to con- 
siderable criticism. It was said that he took a 
particular interest in the contracts that his 
friends managed to secure, and that they did 
not forget him. 

* Z * 

Enemies of Mr. Robeson have put the ques- 
tion in more forcible language. ‘They have 
said that the naval affairs of the United States 
were never so badly administered as when Mr. 
Robeson had charge of them. ‘That the ap- 
propriations were appropriated in such a pecu- 
liar manner that no one has ever been able to 
find out what has become of them. Certain it 
is that, whether Mr. Robeson is honest or dis- 
honest, all we have to show for many mil- 
lions of expenditure is a few rotten hulks, 
some old iron, and half-a-dozen ships that can 
scarcely float, which could be sent to the bot- 
tom in a few minutes by as many well-directed 
shots from some foreign iron-clad armed with 
modern guns, 


* % 

Now it does seem strange that this Mr. Robe- 
son, whose name has doubtless, through the 
machinations of his enemies, always been asso- 
ciated with jobbery and corruption in connec- 
tion with the navy, should have the practical 
control of naval affairs in the present Congress. 
A little snub was administered to him recently, 
but Mr. Robeson is not the man we take him 
for if such a trifling matter can upset his equa- 
nimity. We imagine that, so long as he is per- 
mitted to remain on the Committee of Naval 
Affairs, he can endure a few rebuffs. 


* 
* 


Perhaps we are wronging Mr. Robeson, and 
that he is simply actuated by patriotic motives 
in giving so much attention to the Navy De- 
partment. Possibly he may know or have 
heard of unprincipled contractors, who are just 
waiting for Mr. Robeson to resign in order that, 
vulture-like, they may pounce on the appropri- 
ations and give the United States nothing in 
return, We are willing to believe that this is 
the case, and that Mr. Robeson, unpleasant as 
may be his position, is actually seeing that we 
are not robbed. ‘Ihere is an old saying, some- 
thing about setting a Naval Committeeman to 
catch a Naval Committeeman, and it might be 
made to apply to Mr. Robeson; or, is it as our 
artist has represented, “the fox in the hen- 
roost’? ? 





As heretofore stated, Puck’s ANNUAL is out, flying all 
over the country; and, if the various journals of wealth, 
truth and respectability throughout the land are to be be- 
lieved, it is one of the biggest things extant. A pleasant 
story of an oculist who purchased fifty copies comes from 
Omaha. He says the cover is the best thing he knows of 
for tests of color-blindness, and that he has used it with 
great success; and a dentist says that he gives it to patients 
to read while he is pulling their teeth out. It is unneces- 
sary for us to say precisely how bright this popular book 
is, as we have our trumpet blown by others. ‘The trump- 
eters are to be seen and heard on page 352. 
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THE MAN WITH CARTOON IDEAS. 


We do not wish to obtrude on our readers 
the details of the inside workings of Puck; 
sufficient that we turn out — although we say it 
who shouldn’t—a pretty lively and handsome 
paper, and we have every reason to be satisfied 
with our success. 

But there is no rose without a thorn, and the 
most extensive thorn in the bosom of the edi- 
torial staff of a satirical illustrated newspaper 
is put there by the perennial fiend with ideas for 
cartoons. Sometimes he sends his suggestions 
by mail. They are generally incomprehensible, 
and are executed in the roughest style, on 
coarse paper, with signs and symbols which no 





one but the suggester can understand, and it is | 


questionable if he can do it. But the favorite 
plan of the cartoon fiend is to enter the artistic 
department unannounced, and to hold forth 
something in this style: 

“Don’t you think, gentlemen, that it would 
have a very striking effect on the political situ- 
ation, if Puck were to have a cartoon repre- 
senting John Kelly sitting in the foreground, 
on a log marked “Solid South,’’ playing on a 
guitar branded “‘ Treason’’? On the left of the 
log, in the background, is a bulldog, on whose 
ribs is printed ‘Elevated Railroad Stock,”’ 
the dog eating a cold buckwheat-cake, bearing 
the legend ‘‘ Suez Canal.’’ 

‘‘We can’t use any such stuff as that, Mr. 
Spoonbill. It isn’t exactly in our line. We 
are not a circus in any sense of the term. Now 
what on earth has John Kelly to do with Ele- 
vated Railroad stock, and what relation does 


Elevated Railroad stock bear to a bulldog eat- | 


ing a cold buckwheat-cake?”’ 

“Then you don’t think my idea is a good 
one ?”” 

‘¢ On the contrary, Mr. Spoonbill, it is a bril- 
liant idea, from Ideaville; and if you were to 
put it before the examining board of the Bloom- 
ingdale Asylum, you would secure gratuitous 
board and lodging for some time to come.”’ 

“TI would like to show you another, if you 
have time to look at it.”’ 

“Certainly we have, Mr. Spoonbill. This is 
the day which we set apart for the examination 
of ideas. We do nothing else. Last night we 
thought we would have nothing to do in that 
line to-day, so we put an advertisement in the 
papers for all artists to bring us ideas. We would 
rather look at sketches than sit around and 
smoke fifty-cent cigars. We hope you contain 
about fifty—we mean ideas. Husk them out, 
old man, husk them out.’’ 

Then Mr. Derringer Spoonbill threw down 
the following: 

A picture of Trinity Church, with Cyrus. W. 
Field sitting on the fence picking his teeth with 
a tenpenny nail marked “ Berlin Treaty,” and 
fooling with a dog branded “ ‘Toadyism.”” The 
Marquis of Lorne stands out by the gutter, 
swallowing a sword intended to represent the 
present land disturbance in Ireland, and a lot 
of other things totally irrelevant to each other 
and to the current topics melt in the distance 
in a balmy sunset. 

‘This was too much for the editor, who turned 
and whispered to the office-boy: 

“John, has the bulldog been fed this morn- 
ing ?”’ 

** No, sir.”? 

“‘Mr. Derringer Spoonbill, we have a great 
many valuable curiosities around this place; we 
have many things that are highly interesting, 
edifying and moral in make-up and tone. How 
would you like to take a look at a Queen Anne 
bulldog ?”’ 

“Very much; I never saw one.”’ 


Then Mr. Spoonbill was taken in and intro- | 


duced to a pink-jawed, red-eyed, flame-brin- 
dled quadruped that was simply reeking with ap- 
petite. As an acknowledgement of the honor, 











the dog set to work and removed enough of the 
Spoonbill wardrobe in four seconds to make 
a respectable rag-carpet, and he hasn’t been 
around with any ideas since. 
all to Punh, now, and we hope he may keep 
on doing so, and that all of his peculiar class 
will follow his noble example, and give us a 
chance to send the bulldog to the country, as 
his barking bothers us when in the midst of 
flowery thought and philosophic ponderosity. 








FATHER GANDER’S 
MELODIES. 





Puck's Special Edition for Children of 
a Larger Growth. 


Ill. 





There’s an old, old man of Gramercy — 
Sing wishy, washy, weedle ; 
Whom to ev'ry one that doth him see 

Is riddle, raddle, reedle. 


A reporter chanced to come that way— 
Sing wishy, washy, weedle ; 
And said: “ He'll be President some 
day, 
This wishy, washy, weedle.” 








A statesman went riding a very brisk 
nag, 
Bumpety, bumpety, bump ; 
His name was MacVeagh, and his 
game it was brag, 
Lumpety, lumpety, lump. 


The Star Routers croaked, and he 
straight tumbled down, 
Bumpety, bumpety, bump ; 
And the nag lost his way, and the 
statesman his crown, 
Lumpety, lumpety, lump. 


The miscreant Routers went laughing 
away, 
Bumpety, bumpety, bump ; 
And swore they could do the same 
thing day by day, 
Lumpety, lumpety, lump. 


He sends them | 
| Stainer, found Porter too strong for him. 





Puckeyings, 


No woOnpDeER that Guiteau, who is a total ab- 








Ir New York is not the Paris of America, 
Crosby St. is surely the Boulevard des Italiens, 





SPAIN HAS a bigger public debt than we have. 
It would be yet larger if she could persuade 
anybody to trust her. 





GENERAL GRANT willsoon accept an invitation 
to stay at the White House. We don’t remem- 
ber his staying there in Hayes’sterm. Au/res 
temps, autres vins. 





Mr. Cuauncey M. Depew says he is aston- 
ished at the verdict of the coroner’s jury in the 
Spuyten Duyvil railway slaughter. We are not 
astonished that Mr. Vanderbilt’s lawyer should 
be astonished. 





Mr. Cyrus Fietp’s Mail and Express has 
many hard things to say about the New York 
Times; but these things are not nearly so hard 
and true as those the 7imes has to say about Mr. 
Field and his hocus-pocus proceedings with the 
“I” roads, 





WE PROPOSE to crack a peanut automatically 
five seconds before every collision on the Ele- 
vated roads, as a signal for the engineer of the 
approaching train to collide gently. Appeali 
to the ear lays over worrying the eye by a lar 
majority. —Col. F. K. Hain. 





Miss DICKINSON has not played Hamlet in 
Rochester in vain. Mr, Oscar Wilde has, we 
understand, engaged her to deliver his lecture 
for him in the West, the dimensions of the 
nether limbs, sent by telegraph, and the supply 
of black silk stockings being pronounced satis- 
factory. 





IT 1s REPORTED that such is tne objection of 
the inordinately enlightened and audaciously 
enterprising New York pilots to steam, that 
they use non-boiling kettles to make their grog 
with. Next year they intend to abandon their 
cutters, and float out to sea on logs, until they 
get back to a thorough ancient history basis. 





Mr. BERGH does not approve of vaccination; 
but he advocates the whipping-post. He likes 
policemen’s clubs; but he objects to tom-cats, 
The Herald advises him to go South; we, on 
the contrary, advise him to go North—very far 
North—as near the North Pole as possible, 
which he can turn into a whipping-post. Then 
he can protect the polar bears, and take recrea- 
tion in small-pox. 


SOPHOCLES’s ‘‘ ANTIGONE”? is to be produced 
next March at Tvronto. We do not wish to 
crush the aspirations of a rising young play- 
wright whose ‘‘ Edipus ‘I'yrannus’’ has been so 
well received here, but we feel bound to state 
that Mr. Dion Boucicault and the dramatic 
critics of the New York Hera/d and the New 
York Zimes have privately informed us that 
Sophocles stole both plots bodily from the 
French. 





THE GREAT military philanthropist and hu- 
morist, Mr. Hain, the ornamental and plausible 
Superintendent of the Elevated Railroads, says 
that there is no block system; but, in case of 
the stoppage of a train, a brakeman is to run 
back on the ties with a red flag or lantern, 
What we want to know is, how many prospective 
brakemen the ineffable Mr. Hain has engaged 
in learning to dance on the tight-rope, and to 
balance themselves in mid-air, 2 Za Blondin. 
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HOW HE WEALTHIED. 





‘That must be a swell residence of yours?”’ 

“It is,’ replied the agent, tipping his chair 
back and biting the end off a fresh cigar: “ but 
I wish a firefly would light on the end of this 
weed,” 

“‘Did I understand you to say the house 1s 
made of marble ?’’ 

“TI don’t know what you understood me to 
say, but it is made of marble, and stands two 
miles from the fence, which is made of iron, 
and painted every two years, ata cost of eight 
thousand dollars. Why, my peacock and fawn- 
bill, last year, amounted to several thousand dol- 
lars, and it cost me probably twice as much to 
replace the broken glass in the hot-houses. 
Last winter I gave a prima donna one thousand 
dollars a night, for a week, to sing in honor of 
the nuptials of my eldest daughter, Gertrude 
Maud Imogen.” 

‘* How did you come to locate out in Colo- 
rado ?”’ 

“To get my wife and daughter into the 
swellest London society.’’ 

The young man grinned incredulously, and 
the agent, slightly piqued, explained: 

“You don’t understand the scheme. You 
know the Earl of Dufferin has a big place out 
there, and I got mine right next to his, and 
entertained and visited his family when he was 
out there some years ago, We got pretty well 
acquainted, and then I took my family to Lon- 
don and got the Earl to introduce us to the 
best people. ‘The result was, two of my daugh- 
‘ters married counts, whom I am now taking 
care of on the Continent at considerable ex- 
pense, and we got on good terms with a number 
of highly connected families,”’ 

“ But how did you get the money to buy the 
Colorado estate and fit it up?”’ 

“‘ Out of a paper I published.” 

“It must have had a big circulation.’’ 

‘*No, not very; we used to print about two 
hundred copies per week, one hundred and 
fifty of which were complimentary.”’ 

‘« What was the retail price ?”’ 

“Five cents per copy.” 

“Then the whole edition couldn’t possibly 
bring in more than about 





advertise his latest spring style of infant casket, 
after which I would call upon the incinerator, 
and compliment him on his new furnaces, and 
tell him that I intended to have my family 
roasted as the members petered out. Then I 
would say something about the awful risk of 
being buried alive, and the desirability of re- 
form, and the propriety of keeping the /os/ 
mortem business up to the times. He would rub 
his hands and smile, and take half-a column of 
space. Then I would call on a dealer in agri- 
cultural implements, and tell him that we didn’t 
sell two copies in the city—which was the truth 
—but that the paper was gotten up especially 
to suit farmers; that we published maps of 
plows, and artificial hens for sitting on little 
ones, and that all our stories and poetry had an 
agricultural moral, and that all farmers sub- 
scribed for it. ‘hen I would go to a tragedian, 
and tell him it was a dramatic paper of high 
standing, and get him to pay a good amount 
for putting his portrait on the first page.”’ 

“Is that the way you made it pay ?”” 

‘*That is the way. I always had the paper 
so full of ads that I had to publish a supple- 
ment. And Iran it so well, and made all hands 
so happy, that I never had a libel suit.”’ 

‘* That style of business pays,’’ said the guile- 
less listener. 

“Well, yes, it does pay,’’ replied the agent: 
‘‘and it points a big moral, too, It proves that 
in this world of business and bustle there is a 
great deal more money in lying than in telling 
the truth.”’ R. K. M. 








IN PANSY-FOOTED summer 

Come icemen with an outburst— 
In winter comes the plumber, 

And makes the copper spout burst. 





A PLUMBER writes to say 
That Oscar Wilde is gay 
And musical as any thrush along the pleasant 
way, 
Where all the hawthorn spray 
Makes lilyful the day, 
Because so masterly he works the pipe and 
virelay— 
Especially the pipe. 





AN AESTHETIC INFLUENCE. 


es 


“Yes, sir;? he said: “‘my grandfather was a 


very peculiar man. He was extremely sensitive - 


to influences that do not generally affect other 
men. His peculiarity was that his tempera- 
ment changed according to the hat he wore. 
And he wore all kinds of hats.”’ 

“‘ He must have been a good many varieties 
of one man,”’’ said the listener. 

**He was. Now, for instance, when he wore 
a Derby hat he was merely commonplace. 
He behaved himself like an ordinary man, and 
had no special characteristics—nothing calcu- 
lated to attract the attention of a bulldog, if I 
may so express it.”’ 

‘* Well, there’s nothing peculiar about that.’ 

‘“No; but just listen, When he put on a 
slouch hat, his character changed entirely. He 
became ruffianly and desperate, and swaggered 
around like a hired bravo or an advance-agent 
out of ajob. His best friends were afraid of 
him, and he had only to put his sombrero on 
to keep away the most energetic bill-collector.’? 

“lf I were like that, ’'d have a felt hat 
riveted to my head,”’ said the other man. 

‘Then, when he put ona cap, with a vizor, 
he became simply low. He used to hang around 
bar-rooms, although he was a strict temperance 
man, and he consorted with car conductors 
and statesmen, and that class of people.’’ 

“So long as he did n’t associate with poets, 
it was all right.’ 

‘*He never got so low as that. But you ought 
to have seen him when he put a silk hat on. 
The moment he appeared on the street in a 
beaver, he looked so respectable that people 
used to come up to him and ask him to accept 
the chairmanship of mass-meetings or to serve 
as director of charitable associations, and on 
one occasion he was actually arrested on sus- 
picion of being a bank-president.”’ 

“ How is it,’ inquired the other man, doubt- 
fully: “‘ that we have never heard of your grand- 
father ?”” 

‘‘He died young. The way it happened was 
this: He once went out in a silk hat, and a man 
came along who mistook him for the receiver of 
a savings-bank who had received all that was 

left of the unfortunate de- 








ten dollars.’’ ‘eee 

“‘That’s so; but I made 
my money out of the ad- 
vertising.”” —_— 


EDISON’S EVERLASTING ELECTRIC EFFORT. 





“* How did you do it?” ) 2 
“Til tell you: I would : 
go into some wig establish- 
ment, and tell the proprie- 
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tor that we were publishing 

a delightful series of ‘ pre- FEY 
pare for death’ articles by 
an eminent divine, that that 
put the paper in high favor 
with aged people, and that 
only aged people wore wigs. 
Then, after taking his ad., 
I would call upon a ready- 
made bonnet man, and tell 
him that our paper pub- 
lished nothing but senti- 
mental love stories, and 
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milk-and-water poetry, and 


diditiszerza ie \B 
| am Y; UY | 





that it aimed at meeting 
the literary wants of young 
“ladies, and that all its cir- 
culation was among frivo- 
lous and giddy people. 
After taking that ad., | 
would go to an undertaker 


| 
and tell him we were de- | \ 
nouncing cremation as a 
barbarous and inhuman 


custom that should trans- 





| 








port all indorsers to jail. 
Then the undertaker would 





Puck’s PROPHETIC PEEP AT THE PROFESSOR. 





positors’ money after the 
smash-up. This man struck 
him on the head, and broke 
down the hat. It then re- 
sembled the discouraged- 
looking tile always worn 
by inebriates on the stage. 

‘*'True to his peculiarity, 
my grand father.at once be- 
came profoundly intoxicat - 
ed, although, as I have 
said, he never had drunk 
a drop in his life, and he 
died in fifteen minutes of 
delirium tremens.’’ 

** Let us adjourn to the 
nearest bakery,’ said the 
other man: “and I will 
purchase the establishment 
for you.”’ 


THE LOVELY maiden now 
is sick at heart, 
She languishes in misery 
and pain; 
No burst of music makes 
her spirits start, 

On every pleasure looks 
she with disdain, 
> Because the air of summer 

gay doth smack, 


ea off > And it’s too hot for her to 
a 


wear her Christmas 
sealskin sacque. 
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IN THE EUROPEAN FAMILY. 
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WINTER WAIFS. 





‘You SEEM very sad this morning,’’ said a 
skate-dealer to an ice-man during the cold snap 
last week, 

‘‘T am sad,’’ responded the ice-man, 

“‘T am glad,’’ put in the skate-dealer: “ be- 
cause this weather will bring me custom, and 
enable me to sell off my stock. I should think 
this cold weather would just suit you, as it will 
make ice.’ 

‘« That is just what breaks my heart, sir; the 
more ice cut, the cheaper it is in the summer. 
I have enough on hand to last two years, and 
if this winter had continued too warm to freeze 
water, next summer would bring me a fortune, 
as I would then be enabled to raise the rates, 
look long-faced, and play what is technically 
known to the fraternity as the ‘‘ scarcity game.”’ 
But this cold snap lets me out, and I shall have 
to revoke my order given for a yacht, and also 
cancel the contract made with a Venetian 
nobleman to furnish my country-seat with swans 
and gondolas.’’ 





‘Yes, THIS cold weather may be very fine,”’ 
says the small boy: ‘it may kill the fevers, 
and make the air clear, bracing, and whole- 
some, but I take notice that it doesn’t benefit 
me much, I have to split twice as much wood, 
and carry up four times as much coal, and get 
up five times as early to light five times as many 
fires, and go on four times as many errands in 
the bleak wind as I do in the summer; and if I 
come in with snow on my shoes, or leave the 
door open, I am treated as though I have com- 
mitted some heinous crime. Oh, give me the 
summer, the calm golden summer, when I can 
go swimming eight times a day, and play 
hookey, and go bull-frogging, and steal under 
circus tents, and decorate dogs with kettles, 
and rob bird’s-nests, and fall out of trees into 
creeks, and have a good time generally. 1 
don’t want any winter in mine. I am summer 
from my head down, and my pleasure trade- 
mark is the traveling circus, and the Sunday- 
school picnic.’’ 





A COCKATOO out in New Jersey recently 
broke the under portion of his beak off by at- 





tempting to bite too much off a stove lid at 
once, A veterinary surgeon and a homceo- 
pathic doctor were called in to hold a consult- 
ation. They decided the bird could not hold out 
against time any longer; but their decision 
proved to be wrong, for the proprietor of the 
bird went forth and returned with a plumber, 
who put a good big bill on the bird inside of 
five minutes, 





THERE Is a niche in the temple of fame large 
enough for a dime museum fat woman awaiting 
the man who will invent a pair of cloth uppers 
that won’t show the poet to be wearing Oxford 
ties on a cold day. 


THE WEATHER has got pretty cold, but there 
is little likelihood of the mercury sinking suffi- 
ciently to cause a young lady to decline ice- 
cream after the play. 





WHERE ONCE the leaves were falling 
At even on the lovers, 
Who rapturously wandered 
And chattered silly talk, 
Walks Pat, who sprinkles ashes— 
A scuttle full of ashes— 
Around him like a sower 
Upon the slippery walk. 





WHILE winter winds begin to whistle 
All through the leafless, barren grove, 

The yellow dog, with cold a-bristle, 
Lies down and sleeps upon the stove. 





THE LILIEs pale and tender 
Upon the marble carved, 
Look slim enough and slender 

To be three-quarters starved. 





When the howling winds of winter 
Are the nose’s rosy tinter, 
And the girl becomes a squinter 
At her neighbor’s sealskin sacque, 
Then the snow-ball quick doth splinter 
All your dreams, 
While it seems 
To lay you level on your back. 





FREE LUNCH. 





BREECHES OF DEcoruM —Oscar Wilde’s. 





MAXIM IN PRACTICE—Do and don’t be Done. 





DECIDEDLY Out or PLACE—A frog on a toad- 
stool. 





THe MopveErRN Lanp or Nop.— The Auction- 
Room. 





THE FAvorITE AUTHOR OF THE Two—Steele 
or Borrow? 





‘‘ Books OF THE Piay’’ — Hoyle’s and 
Schenck’s manuals, 





WATCHWORD FOR NEw JERSEY POLITICIANS— 
Beer and for Beer. 





SONG OF THE LIGHT-FINGERED GENT—‘“‘ We 
met, ’twas in a crowd,”’ 





Spirit LEveL—The drink that lowers a man 
to the level of a brute. 





FamILiaR Extracts—Those to be seen in 
the dentist’s window. 

A BALD LOVER out West writes to say that he 
is called upon to use his arms so much, that he 
was recently obliged to get vaccinated on his 
ivory roof. 





You NEVER ascertain that there is a hole in 
the heel of your rubber, until you step ina 
puddle, on your way to an entertainment, with 
your patent leather pumps on. 

‘¢ THERE GOES the watch-dog’s honest bark,”’ 
remarked a man, as he heard the dog down in 
the yard testing his vucal powers with great 
energy. But he was not a little surprised in the 
morning to learn that he had been listening to 
the watch-dog’s dishonest bark, as the w. d., at 
the time, was being soundly pump-handled for 
eating, right off the stove, a canvas-back duck, 
canvas and all, 
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VACCINE VAGARIES. 








Some psychologic crank of great enterprise 
and research has discovered, or claims to have 
discovered, a vaccine influence heretofore un- 
known, and probably undreamed of by the 
faculty. It is not necessary to go into the de- 
tails of: his scheme, or attempt to give analyses 
of his methods; but we consider the departure 
of sufficient importance and interest to lay the 
bare facts before the public. 

It seems that this psychologist, as he is 
pleased to style himself, has ascertained that 
people may be inoculated with intelligence, 
talent, and, absurd as it may seem, genius, He 
claims that he restored the sanity of a perma- 
nent lunatic by vaccinating him with the virus 
of a philosopher whose head was so perfect 
in formation as to make lunacy with him im- 
possible. He also states that three weeks after 
he vaccinated a school-boy with the matter 
taken from a well-known poet’s arm; the boy 
began to lisp in numbers, and in three months 
became an adept in the artistic trick of writing 
sonnets in the ‘l'uscan form. 

This led the enraptured discoverer to plunge 
deeper into the strange mysteries of a new-born 
science, whose flowery path was then unexplored 
and untrodden, and he soon, by actual experi- 
ment, ascertzined that he could transform car- 
riage-makers into sculptors, and poets into gas- 
fitters, It issaid that one day a man went to him 
and stated that he had accumulated great wealth 
by careful and judicious burgling, and that he 
wished to find some different kind of position in 
order t» get into good society, and marry off 
his daughters. 

‘‘How would you like to write poetry and 
edit a well-known magazine ?”’ 

‘‘ First rate! That would be a big scheme.” 

Then the psychologist 





first, hire good unknown poets who happened 
to be out of employment; but it wouldn’t do. 
The people wanted to be Longfellowed or 
nothinged, and I was obliged to raise the rates. 
I hired asecret vaccine corps and a secret burg- 
lar service. You see, I would get orders, say 
to transform a gas-fitter into a great lawyer. 
The gas-fitter would say, for instance, he wanted 
to be a lawyer of the Choate school. 

“ Well, in order to have that gas-fitter prop- 
erly Choated, I would send out the vaccine 
corps. They would break into the house at 
dead of night, chloroform the legal luminary 
and vaccinate him. Two weeks later I would 
send out a couple of select burglars, who would 
capture the virus and fetch it in. I also hada 
detective bureau employed to go about and find 
out who was vaccinated; and then I had pick- 
pockets to follow these people on the street cars 
and corral the result, I have bottles here con- 
taining sufficient material to create a popular 
intelligence greater than that of ancient Athens. 
Ihave tried some wild experiments, too; such, for 
instance, as vaccinating a man with a combina- 
tion of Whittier, Susan B. Anthony and John 
Kelly. And I inoculated a sculptor with the 
virus of a man who got rich doing the city’s 
plumbing. You will understand my success 
when the man frowned on my bill.” 

‘* Did he think it exorbitant ?”’ 

** Not at all; he said it wasn’t big enough — 
he is now under contract to lay pipes beneath 
the Sahara Desert, and arrange fountains on 
the way.”’ 

‘* You must be very successful !’’ 

“To a certain extent, yes; but the papers 
put the public on its guard, and told it to be- 
ware of ambushes, and to look out for fear their 
servant-girls might be bribed. Peter Cooper 
and several others wore iron overcoats, while 





timid people got permission from the authorities 
to go armed, Every man guarded his virus as 
he would his family, and respected it as though 
it had supreme wisdom. One poet—originally 
a horse-car conductor, but transformed into a 
poet by my system—wrote a parody, beginning: 


‘ Breathed there a man with soul so dead, 
E’en in the days of ancient Cyrus, 

Who never to his neighbor said: 
This is my own, my native virus!’ 


And then a stock company was started on 
Wall Street, known as the Wyoming Vaccine 
Paradox. That is what injured me more than 
anything else, because the matter proved to be 
spurious, and men vaccinated for poets turned 
out to be bricklayers, and the thing soon burst, 
and the people frowned on me. If a lawyer be- 
came dissatisfied with his profession, and wanted 
to change it to that of an actor, I would Edwin- 
booth him, and inside of two weeks he would 
announce his intention to Hamlet the country. 
I know a new actress who once got it into the 
papers that some of my Mary Anderson virus 
was grabbed off her arm by thieves. The next 
night she Julietted to a full house, 

But the funniest part of all was, that my 
scheme reached the ears of the artistic and 
editorial staves of the London Punch, They 
cabled to me to secure the virus of the Puck 
staff at any price; that there seems to bea subtle 
something about that illumination that all rivals 
fail to get; that the rivals don’t seem to hold on 
to the public very tenaciously, because they 
can’t live long enough to experience teeth. So 
I had my corps vaccinate them, and everything 
would have gone well if a disappointed, finan- 
cially-ruined member of the Wyoming Paradox 
had not told them of it.’’ 

‘What was the result ?” 

“The result was the whole thing fell through. 

Punch continues as dull 





turned around and took 
three bottles from a low 
shelf. ‘They were mark- 
ed respectively, Long- 
fellow, Emerson, Ald- 
rich. Then he said: 

“This is the combi- 
nation that makes an 
editor. Longfellow fur- 
nishes the music, Emer- 
son the thought, and 
Aldrich the taste and 
judgement. Now, I will 
inoculate you with a 
combination of the three 
if you will agree to my 
terms.”’ 

“ What are they ?”’ 

“One hundred and 
fifty dollars, secrecy, vi- 
rus returnable in thirty 
days.”” 

“All right; but why 
didn’t you work some 
Howells into the combi- 
nation ?”’ 

** Because Mr. Howells 
can’t write verse; I only 
use him in special cases. 
For instance, when I 
meet a man who writes 
poetry passably well, but 
not well enough to yield 
him money, | inoculate 
him with Mr. Howells 
straight, which kills what 
little poetry there is in 
him and gives him a 
good grip on short story 
writing.”’ 

“Do you hire these 
poets to be vaccinated 
all the year around ?”’ 

‘No, sir; I did, at 





CRATHIC STHYLE.” 


WEDDING-BELLS IN SHANTYTOWN. 





“IT'LL MAKE THE MAGUIRES JEALOUS, BUT MARY ANN ’LL BE MARRIED IN FOINE ARISTO- 


as an old boarding-house 
knife, and all the artists 
and poets of Puck go 
around, accompanied by 
bull-dogs and attired in 
diving-bells, so that my 
private highwaymen can 
not rob them of their 
virus. In the evening 
they wear swallow-tail 
diving - bells, and have 
armed guards standing 
near them all the time. 
But I hope to capture 
them yet for the benefit 
of Punch,” 

R. K. MunkKITTRICK, 


A CaLirornlia scient- 
ist thinks the best way 
to reach the North Pole 
is to make a tunnel un- 
der the ice. This may 
be a very brilliant idea; 
but would it not be bet- 
ter to run a bobtail-car 
line over the ice, or con- 
struct a plank-road a- 
long which an explorer 
might travel on a bi- 
cycle? Or it might be 
better to have some de- 
tective bureau take hold 
of it, and shadow it, and 
capture it, and write 
books and funny lec- 
tures, and comic operas, 
and financial reports, 
and sublime epics and 
sonnets on it. These 
hints are thrown out for 
the advantage of our 
E. C, the Herald, 
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BROOKLYN’S GALLANT MAYOR 





RECENTLY PERFORMED A MARRIAGE CEREMONY 
AND KISSED THE BRIDE.—Datly Paper. 


BROOKLYN’S GALLANT MAYOR 
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AT PRESENT HAS HIS HANDS FULL OF THE SAME SORT OF BUSINESS,—PUCK. 
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FITZNOODLE IN AMERICA. 
No. CCIX. 
KNEE-BREECHES. 


Ya-as, Mr. Wilde 
has now gone into 
the interwi-ah of the 
countwy faw the 
purpose of carwying 
out his intention of 
lecturwing on art 
and its varwious dec- 

y orwations. His we- 
Y/ ception at Washing- 
& ton and othah places 
has not been quite 
so warm, nor has he 
weceived so much pwofuse attention in these 
wegions as in New York, 

He is beginning to be a little nervous about 
his knee-bweeches and black silk stockings, at 
least, that is my impwession fwom a lettah he has 
wecently witten me. He observes: “ I should 
be verwy much obliged, my de-ah Mr. Fitz- 
noodle, if you will expwess your opinion fwankly 
on my. wearwing knee-bweeches. I know fwom 
you, above all othah persons in this verwy 
pwimitive countwy,I can weally obtain some 
corwect wule of guidance in such a mattah, and 
I have aw weason to believe that my dwess ex- 
cites in the eyes of some underbwed individuals 
considerwable merwiment. I deeply wegwet 











this; and I await with pwofound anxiety your’ 


decision, which will aw naturwally settle the 
subject forwevah. You see I dwop poetwy 
when I wite to you.”’ 

I always like to be aw fwiendly to decent 
young fellaws, so I couldn’t do less than weply. 
I first heard, howevah, what Mrs. Fitznoodle 
had to say in the mattah, and then I wote him 
to the effect that I wathah liked knee-bweeches 
and silk o > and thought that they pwe- 
sented a much maw attwactive appearwance 
than the wegulah twousahs, Besides, it was 
nothing maw than the wevival of a verwy good 
old-fashioned style of apparwel, and what now 


weally exists among the wight set of people, | 


who go to the palace in London. I aw used to 
we-ah them myself, but have abandoned them 
out of deferwence to the pwejudices of Amer- 
wicans, who, as a wule, are not fond of dwess- 
ing themselves up in what they considah fwip- 
perwy. But, if Mr. Wilde wore them simply to 
spwead his art doctwines and theorwies, I have 
aw stwong doubts if the me-ah bweeches, pwetty 
and gwaceful as they may be, will have the de- 
sired effect; because it is the melancholy twuth 
that wailways, telegwaphs, twade and such ar- 


wangements have made this a pwactical age; 
and, as Jack wemarks, if it is to have a pwopah 
appweciation of art, it is much bettah to begin 
with some othah things instead of dwess. When 
some impwovement in generwal taste is appar- 
went, that of men’s dwess will come aftah in 
the naturwal course of events. Knee-bweeches 
on one man wanderwing about a stwange coun- 
twy will not do it alone, 1 appwehend. 

I suppose Mr, Wilde will now thwow the 
things away aw. 








MY LOVE.—(A VILLANELLE,) 





My love is as sweet as sweet can be, 
Far sweeter than pure Hymettus honey; 
Ah, how shall I make my love love me? 


If I utter my passion fearlessly, 
She interrupts with: ‘‘Shut up, sonny!” 
My love is as sweet as sweet can be. 


I'd give her gauds and jewelry, 
If they didn’t cost such heaps of money; 
Ah, how shall I make my love love me? 


She calls me whiles, in repartee, 
A long-eared beast, (and ’tis not bunny;) 
My love is as sweet as sweet can be. 


If I beseech on bended knee, 
She says my pose is ‘‘ quite too funny.” 
Ah, how shall I make my love love me? 


I have written her stacks of poetry, 
Both solemn verse and verse that’s punny ; 
But although she’s as sweet as sweet can be, 
I fail to make my love love me. 
JABEZ GRABOO. 








SPECIFICATIONS and bids will be received at 
this office for a large medal, not less than six 
inches in diameter, with a hole near the outer 
edge, suitable for the insertion of a string; the 
said medal to be made of the best quality of 
block-tin, ornamented with an appropriate de- 
vice in half-relief, and to be inscribed in fluent 
script, with liberal flourishes: “ Presented to 
| Judge Cox and Counselors Davidge, Reed, 
| Scoville and Porter, for their noble and emi- 
nently successful efforts in sustaining the dignity 
of the American bench and bar, and winning 
the admiration of foreign nations for our simple, 
effective and imposing system of criminal pro- 
cedure: a slight token of esteem and respect 
| from the citizens of the United States.’ 
Younc Oscar is a great esthete, 

His breeches gain him high renown; 
Long silken hose incase his feet, 

So gartered that they won’t slip down. 

—Puckspere. 











POLITE CONVERSATION. 


Overheard at Fifth Avenue and Fourteenth Street. 


Mr. A, (40 Mrs. B.)—Good morning, Mrs, B. 
I hope I have the pleasure of seeing you quite— 

Mrs. B.— Quite, thank you. 

A.—Mr. B., I hope is quite— 

B.—-Quite, thank you. 

A.—The weather is exceeding — 

B.—It is, indeed. 

A.—I think it may— 

B.—I hope so, indeed. 

A.—Did you hear Oscar— 

B.—I did, indeed. 

A.—He is a most decided ass -- 

B.—Indeed, he is. 

(Note.— What Mr. A. intonded to say was 
esthetic, but interruption, in good society, 
knows no law.) 

A.—A - a—a—a—a—a— 

B.—I beg your pardon. 

A.—I didn’t say— 

B.—-Oh, I thought you were saying. 

A.—No, indeed. 

B.—Indeed. 

A.— Good-morning. 

B.— Good-morning. 

And both pass onward to the dishwatery 
realm of Eternal Repetition, 











AMERICAN ARISTOCRACY. 


To the Editor of Puck— Sir: 

In your last ‘‘ Cartoons and Comments”? you 
attack the best families in New York. What 
have they done? 

A Very OLD NEw Yorker. 


They have done nofhing, and that’s the trouble. 
They lay claim to what they really do not pos- 
sess, viz.: refinement, intellect, culture and pat- 
riotism. Mr, and Mrs, Van Subcellah bring 
up their children to believe that they are little 
lower than the angels, and that all the other 
people who have made America their home are 
socially beneath them. ‘The majority of un- 
thinking persons take these people at the enor- 
mous value they set upon themselves. The 
Smiths and the Robinsons—these names will do 
as well as others — are the rivals of the Knicker- 
bockers, and have rather smaller claim to con- 
sideration, because they, perhaps fortunately, 
know less than the Knickerbockers about their 
| ancestors, if they have any at all, But what 
| they don’t know they make up for in romance, 
and would have us believe that they are very 
grand people indeed. Ep, Puck. 
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- PREMATURE 5 


Pucx:— Don’t be in a hurry, gentlemen; ™ 
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BALL-ROLLING. 


th@ three hot summers before November, 
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AMUSEMENTS. 


At NiBLo’s GARDEN “‘ The Banker’s Daughter” is be- 
ing played with a strong cast. 

There is no cessation to ‘‘ All the Rage,” at HAVERLY’S 
FOURTEENTH STREET THEATRE. 

*¢ The Stettin Humoristen Sextet” and Miss Patti Rosa 
are making the walls ring at KosTER & BIAL’s Twenty- 
third Street temple of beer and band. 

**The Passing Regiment” passes for the last time this 
week at DALY’s THEATRE. It has passed a hundred 
times. Sardou’s ‘‘ Odette” is announced for Monday 
night next. 

Mr. John McCullough having paid his respects to the 
citizens of Brooklyn, at HAVERLY’S BROOKLYN THEATRE, 
the Melville Opera Company is now having its innings 
foratime. ‘* The Royal Middy” and ‘ Patience” are 
to be played this week. 

We frankly admit that we have nothing more to say 
about ‘ Patience,” at the STANDARD THEATRE. We 
should be equally justified in describing the sun at noon- 
day every week as to make fur:her remarks with regard 
to this phenomenal institution. 

«* Esmeralda,” at the MADISON SQUARE THEATRE, has 
used up all the adjectives that we have at command. We 
question whether we can say anything more about it until 
a new Thesaurus is compiled. Still, the public may as 
well understand that next Friday is the tooth perform- 
ance. 

At WALLACK’s we have ‘‘ The Money-Sp‘nner,” which 
we do not think wil! spin much money for the manage- 
ment. It is conventional in plot, thin in sentiment, and 
fails to enlist the sympathies of the auditor. With the 
exception of Mr. Osmond Tearle’s performance, there is 
nothing that calls for praise in the acting. 

The Greek play at Boorn’s THEATRE has proved a 
triumph for Mr. Riddle, who talks Greek almost as well 
as we can talk it ourselves, especially when Spring poets 
are persistent. Next week we shall put on our classical 
considering-cap, and express our views on the English 
and musical portions of the entertainment. 

‘¢ The Abode of Archetypal Minstrelsy ” is what BIRCH 
AND BACKUS call their opera house, with its black, but 
by no means doleful entertainment. ‘Patients; or, Bun- 
ion Salve’s Bride,” and the original dusky Oscar Wilde 
has been pronounced, by the knee-breeched zsthete him- 
self, as the most supremely soulful thing he ever gazed 
upon. 

pe Why, cert’nly,” falls glibly from the tongues of thou- 
sands, and those who wish to be amused without regard 
to the origin of the drama are genuinely pleased with 
«* The Colonel,” at ABBEY’s PARK THEATRE. Mr. Eric 
Bayley, we suppose, will base the verdict as to the suc- 
cess of the play on the box-office receipts. It is really 
not a bad method. 

Rossi, the illustrious Italian tragedian, has in his second 
visit to New York found hundreds of new admirers, es- 
pecially by his fine performance of ‘Edmund Kean,” 








He will soon be in St. Louis, another saint, in the person 
of Mr. J. St. Maur, the enterprising business manager, 
having gone on ahead to prepare the banks of the Mis- 
sissippi for the grand Western campaign. 

The Comley-Barton Company expect to make a great 
hit with their new opera, ‘* Manola; or, Day and Night,” 
which they are soon to produce at HAVERLY’s FIFTH 
AVENUE THEATRE. The opera is new to New York, 
but is proving a decided success in Paris. The scenery 
and costumes are to be entirely new, and the presenting 
company is composed of such artists as Catherine Lewis, 
John Howson, and Frederick Leslie. ‘‘ Madame Fa- 
vart” is the present attraction. 








A WINTER’S TALE. 


Rain that raineth every day, 

This drowned moon of Janus, 
Tell us in your sulky way 

Truth, although it pain us. 
Was it pour encourager, 

A l’Anglaise, the others, 
That you missed of light one ray 

When you snuffed its brothers ? 
Soak my ulster—I have two; 

So I'll stand and twig her 
Board a Seventh Avenue 

Red and yellow jigger. 


What kind fates conspired to send 
Lesley o’er the border? 

Did she draw a dividend, 
Cash a money-order? 





Did she scan—zesthetic treat— 
Leggett’s shelving wealthy? 
Price the prints of Nassau Street, 

Colored high and healthy? 


Did she—please say she did not— 
Keep a tryst clandestine 

Near where Taurus lately got 
Bruin’s last intestine? 


Ah, my lady, not your eyes, 
Though they’re true and tender, 
Do I envy, though I prize 
These, as fits my gender. 


And I don’t—a virtue fine 
In this long odds warfare— 
Grudge it that you freely dine— 
Some one pays your car-fare. 


But, it happens, my mare ’s shanks; 
And I wouldn’t tell a 
Whopper, if I gave you thanks 
For your neat umbrella, 
A. E. WATROUS. 





Answers Hoy the Aurions. 


a We cannot undertake to return Rejected Com- 
a@ munications. We cannot undertake to send 
#7 postal cards to inquiring contributors. We 
a@ cannot undertake to pay attention tostamps 
a@ or stamped envelopes. We cannot undertake 
am to say this more than one hundred and fifty 
w@ times more. 


L. L. LAUBENHEIMER.—Call around in an aeon or so. 

HASELTINE.—Tell her to hire an armory and play 
lawn-tennis. 

Hot Scotcu.—Calid Northron, your style of humor 
may be appreciated in Glasgow; but it is at a heavy dis- 
count on this side of the water. 

JUBILEE JiM.—The only jubilee that you can ever af- 
ford this world will be in the form of a funeral. Please 
gratify a yearning universe at your earliest convenience. 

B. B. McL.—Your poesy is very beautiful and tender; 
but a Muse who rhymes “ diluvian ” and “ onion” needs 
a severe course of rhyming dictionary. If the rhyming 
dictionary does n’t do her any good, try arsenic. 

S. M. W. LATHERS.—When Death’s relentless footstep 
overtakes you, and you lie upon your bed with the shim- 
mer of Jordan just over the footboard, you will look back, 
perchance, upon a white and blameless life, marred only 
by one indiscretion, and it will be a sweet consolation to 
your soul to remember that the editor of Puck put that 
indiscretion where it would do no harm. 

S. V. CHARLES, Albany.—You did n’t get your MS. 
back, did n’t you? That is strange. We are immensely 
surprised. When a weekly paper spends years in placard- 
ing itself all over with notices to the effect that it will not 
return rejected communications, of course it is generally 
understood that that weekly paper will send back every 
unused manuscript, incased in a golden casket and 
wrapped up in purple velvet with silver fringe, postage 
prepaid. Of course, under these circumstances, it is an 
eighth wonder of the world that you have n’t got that 
valuable poem of yours long ago. 





The following numbers of .Puck will be bought at this 
office, No. 21 & 23 Warren Street, at TEN CENTS per 
copy: Nos. 1, 2,-4, 5, 6, 9, 10, 11, 12, 13, 14, 15, 16, 
17, 18, 19, 20, 21, 22, 24, 25, 26, 37, 38, 39, 40, 41, 42, 
43, 44, 47, 48, 50, 53, 56, 78, 79, 80, 82, 83, 86, 88, 94, 
96, 98, 105, 106, 107, 108, 114, 117, 121. 








HE WANTED TO HAVE THE CIRCUS STOPPED. 


While a well-known lawyer was sitting in his 
office reading a morning paper, the other day, 
an aged gentleman from the country stepped 
in, wiped his forehead off with a bandanna 
handkerchief and placed the same in his hat, 
which he threw on a table. ‘Then he sat down, 
and said: 

“1m seeking advice.”’ 

‘‘ State your case,”’ 

“‘ Well, to begin, last spring, when the violets 
began to blow, and the ice-man came around 
for custom, my eldest son met the new school- 
teacher, and fell in love with her.”’ 

‘* Go ahead.”’ 

‘When the summer softly smiled, and the 
meadow winds were freighted with the delicate 
redolence of clover, and the brooks softly 
pattered, and the bleating flocks were bleating 
for all they were worth, the happy couple wan- 
dered in the wood, and found that pleasure in 
each other’s company which is usually charac- 
teristic of people in this honeyful condition. 
‘They used to sit on logs and talk about the 
shortness of life and the loveliness of love, until 
their lives became one span of holy and precious 
ecstasy.”’ 

“Is this a case of assault and battery ?”’ 

“No, sir, it isn’t. Now, when the sweet 
vacation came, and all was listless in the mid- 
summer heat; when there wasn’t wind enough to 
raise the dust, and hardly sufficient energy in 








man to raise the wind; when the clouds lay in 
sleepy argosies against the west; when the moun- 
tain was mirrored in the tranquil lake, and the 
dragon -fly darted about the chalice of the 
pallid lily ; when the low of the homeward kine 
floated across the peaceful lea; when—’’ 

“Sling out a few facts; I am not a poetic 
critic.”’ 

“When the summer fled, and the birds flew 
South, and the forest put on its dress-suit of 
cardinal and gold; when the lily faded from the 
lakelet’s breast, and buckwheat-cakes and 
heavy flannels filled the visions of the house- 
wife; when the boy had to break his back pick- 
ing up potatoes and sawing wood, and stealing 
pumpkin-pies against time, my son proposed to 
the lovely young lady.’’ 

‘‘T see; and now you want a divorce; all 
right. Pitch in with the facts, City and County 
of New York, ss.—”’ 

“You mistake, sir; he only proposed, and 
was refused. And I want to see if I cannot 
have the circus broken up and stopped.’’ 

** Which circus ?”’ 

‘¢ Johnson’s circus,”’ 

“ What do you mean ?”’ 

“ Precisely what Isay. Don’t all disappointed 
lovers take to painting and writing serious 
poetry ?”’ 

“They do, generally.” 


“Well, my son didn’t. As soon as Mabel 





gave him the mitten he went almost crazy. 
Didn’t eat anything to speak of for weeks, and 
we saved a great deal of money, as his appe- 
tite was ostrichesque, architecturally speaking.” 

‘You say he didn’t take to writing poetry or 
painting ?”” 

‘*No, sir, he did not. He took to circus- 
riding and snake-charming, and now he is with 
a circus in which he rides and charms snakes.’’ 

*‘'That’s an honorable way of making a liv- 

ing.” 
“I know it is; but it keeps him away from 
home, and I can’t work him, I’d be satisfied 
if he would ride the horse around my lots. I 
once thought I had him all right; but when he 
found out that I hadn’t purchased him snakes 
to charm, and that I had palmed off a garden- 
hose on him for an adder, and that the hose 
refused to be charmed, he soured on the whole 
family and left. Can you stop the circus? Yes 
orno?’’, 

“TI don’t think I can, under the present 
laws.”? 

‘No, I don’t believe you could stop your 
tongue if it once got under way. Go to thun- 
der, anyway, you miserable, old bald-headed 
pettifogger. I wouldn’t employ you now, any- 
how. I’m old Ezra Sikes, of Haverstraw, and I’m 
going to lay the case before the Board of Alder- 
men.”’ 

And he passed indignantly out. 















































PUCK. 


Ys) | 





A BACK CUT FROM A SMALL CUTTER. 
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MINISTER (severe/y)—‘1 AM VERY MUCH OPPOSED To SLEIGHING ON SUNDAY.” 
SMALL BOY—“ WELL, SIR, THEN WHY DON’T YOU GET OUT AND WALK? 
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UNBEARABLE SELFISHNESS. 


~— 


INDIGNANT WIFE.—“ Just LIKE MR. THOUGHTLESS, TO MANAGE 
HIMSELF IN A POSITION WHERE HE CANNOT RENDER me 


THE SLIGHTEST ASSISTANCE!” 








MARRIED MISERIES. 


WRITTEN EXPRESSLY FOR Puck, BY ARTHUR LOT. 








No. XXIX.—The Sunday-School Exhibition, 


Mrs. Lot has taken much interest -in the 
church which we attend, and in the Sabbath- 
school connected therewith; and when an ex- 
hibition by the school was announced, she put 
her heart, and her hand, and my pocket-book 
into the affair with much enthusiasm. For 
weeks the preparations went on, and numerous 
were the consultations held among the teachers 
and managers, chiefly at my house and over my 
tea and toast. Finally the affair culminated, 
and one evening it emerged from chaos into 
reality. My family, on this occasion, came to 
the front in great force. My wife, and my 
child, and my sister-in-law all took part in the 
exhibition, and, shades of Methuselah! will it 
be believed that my mother-in-law insisted upon 
performing ? In fact, I was the only member of 
my household who paid for his admission, and 
took his seat among the audience like a white 
man, 

There was some delay at the beginning of 
the show. Evidently there was a hitch in the 
preliminary portions of the affair. Visions of 
my mother-in-law stamping around behind the 
scenes and raising thunder there flitted before 
my mental eye. I suspected that woman at 
once, for I knew that she was born cantanker- 
ous. Finally the superintendent of the Sunday- 
school came forward, and in a mild and dis- 
jointed way (the man had no more qualifications 
for an orator than Balaam’s ass) remarked: 

‘“‘ Ladies and—ah—gentlemen— I—ah—that 
is to say, we—ah—sent one of our—scholars 
for the—ah—the—ah— programmes, He—ah 
—has not come—at least, so I--ah—am in- 
formed. We—ah—fear that he has stopped— 
ah—on the road to—ah — play toss-penny. Un- 
der these --ah—circumstances, I—ah—shall be 
compelled to —ah—announce the pieces, The 
—ah—first will be a—ah—song by the infant 
class,”? 

I smiled sarcastically at that explanation, I 
felt certain that I knew where those programmes 
were located. My mother-in-law had undoubt- 
edly stuffed them into her bustle. I suspected 
that woman at once. 

The infant class trotted out, and the young- 
sters, with a disregard for time and tune whica 








would hardly have been pardonable in a hand- 
organ ground by a one-armed soldier, sang 
something like the following: 
Where, oh, where is the good Ananias ? 
Where, oh, where is the good Ananias ? 
Where, oh, where is the good Ananias ? 
Safe in the promised land. ai 
Where, oh, where is the good Sapphira ? 
Where, oh, where is the good Sapphira ? 
Where, oh, where is the good Sapphira ? 
Safe in the other land. 

And so they went on until they had put about 
all the distinguished people of the past either 
in the promised or the other land. We poor 
mortals, however, who are unknown to fame, 
were left here to scratch around for sufficient 
money to support Sunday-school exhibitions. 

Then one of the male teachers and his fa- 
vorite pupil came forward and spoke a dialogue, 
the teacher representing the father, and the pu- 
pil the son: 

Son. How big was Alexander, pa, 

That people called him great ? 
Could he in stature reach the sky, 

And swing on heaven’s gate ? 
Oh, no, my child, you must not think 

That all great men are tall; 

For I know some long-legged folk 

Who have no wit at all. 

And he is great who knows enough 

To come in from the rain; 

And when he haps to tumble down, 

To get straight up again. 

Oh, then, papa, oh, then I’m great! 

For when I fell last week, 

I got straight up from off the ground 

Without a single shriek. 

That’s right, my son; act always thus; 

You'll surely, ere you’re dead, 

To Congress or state’s-prison go, 

So trundle off to bed. 


The next performer was the offspring of the 
Lots. Naturally | felt humiliated at seeing my 
only child appear at an eleemosynary entertain- 
ment, for I believe in being paid shekels for all 
public appearances. Nevertheless, 1 prepared 
to give him a hearty reception. ‘lhe boy, half 
frightened to death, came forward and recited 
a poem, which is much favored by the getters- 
up of exhibitions, as if it had been written by 
the author as follows: ‘O’eralowcouchtheset- 
tingsunhadthrownhislatestraywhereinhislastago- 
nyadyingwarriorlay,” etc. At first, 1 was in- 
clined to laugh, but, on reflection, I concluded 
to sympathize with the boy, because 1 knew 
that Mrs. Lot was behind the curtain, metaphor- 
ically tearing her hair. I had heard her for two 


FATHER. 


FATHER. 





weeks instructing that boy to speak slowly, and 
there he was, galloping along as rapidly as did 
our heroes after the battle of Bull Run, when 
they had turned their faces toward Washington, 
Finally the boy retired, leaving on my mind the 
impression that, if I spent any money in trying 
to make him a first-class Daniel Webster, it 
would be wasted. 

Then they showed us what they called statu- 
ary. A lot of women stood on soap-boxes, 
covered with carpet, and endeavored to look 
as if they had just been taken out of Madame 
Tussaud’s gallery of celebrities as condensed 
in wax, My wife, and my sister-in-law, and my 
mother-in-law engaged in that performance, 
Here my mother-in-law created a sensation, I 
had hired a small boy to remove the nails 
which held together the soap-box on which my 
mother-in-law was to stand, so as to insure her 
speedy getting down therefrom. ‘The carpet- 
cover which had been sewed around the box 
held it together for a few moments, but a sharp 
observer could see my mother-in-law, as the 
curtain rose, gradually sinking toward the stage. 
Suddenly the box collapsed, and my mother-in- 
law—I think she was representing Boadicea— 
sat down ‘‘kerlumpus’”’ on the stage, amid the 
wreck of her soap-box. Georgie laughed out- 
right, and the other statues, except Mrs, Lot, 
followed her example. Then all the statues 
jumped down and helped Boadicea to her feet. 
It was unanimously voted that the statuary busi- 
ness was not a success, 

Then a young gentleman, who, the female 
teachers insisted, was ‘‘so funny,’’ came out 
and sang. He had a light tenor voice, so light, 
in fact, that it would have improved it if he had 
hired a couple of men to hold it down. He 
should have sung in a diving-bell. His song 
was, as near as I can remember, as follows: 


Oh, I wish I was a geese, 
Over there! 

Oh, I wish I was a geese! 

Case I’d live and die in peace, 

And accumulate much grease, 
Over there! 


Oh, the taters they are small, 
Over there! 

Oh, the taters they are small! 

Case they dig them in the fall, 

And eat them skins and all, 
Over there! 


Next came a dialogue between a mother and 
her daughter, which ran something like this: 












































552 


rUCa. 





DAUGHTER, 
MOTHER, 


Mother, may I go out to swim? 


Yes, my dearest daughter; 
Hang your clothes on a hickory limb, 
But don’t go near the water. 


DAUGHTER, 
MOTHER, 


Mother, may I go out to skate? 


Yes, my. dearest daughter; 

Be sure you do not stay out late, 

And don’t—I pray thee, don’t—go near 
the water. 


That was followed by some tableaux. Among 
them was one representing Rebecca at the well. 
Mrs. Lot was the Rebecca. ‘The well was 
made out of heavy pasteboard, and merely set 
up on the stage. Mrs, Lot was industriously 
drawing water from the well when the Isaac of 
the occasion slouched up. By some misfortune, 
he stumbled and fell with outstretched hands 
against Mrs. Lot, who, in her turn, upset the 
well and fell upon it. Mrs, Lot sprang up and 
looked at that young man—well, if she had 
given me such a look, I’d have prepared my 
will at once. The well was swept up and the 
actors retired. I had heard that truth is kept 
concealed at the bottom of a well, but I never 
supposed that Mrs. Lot cared enough for that 
article to dive for it. 

‘Then a young lady, who wore a pink silk 
dress which had on its front breadth an unmis- 
takable coffee-stain, sang. The dress made 
one think that she must have attended a “ tea- 
fight,’ where her cavalier, overcome, doubtless, 
by her beauty, had put his cup of weak coffee 
upside down in her lap to rest. She sang some- 
thing about a “‘ beloved eye’’ and a “ beloved 
star,’ and, I believe, found a remarkable re- 
semblance between those objects. You may 
imagine that that was a tough job, but I have 
a friend who insists that he can prove that a 
lamp-post and a new summer bonnet resemble 
each other, if you will only admit his premises. 

It was intended that at this point there should 
come in arepresentation of the ten virgins; but 
I understand that the idea was abandoned, 
because none of the ladies would play the fool- 
ish virgins who had no kerosene in their lamps. 
There was a tableau prepared, in which some 
angels were to appear; but the wings developed 
such a confirmed and ridiculous habit of hang- 
ing in front of the angels’ bodies, or under their 
feet, or in some other impossible position, that 
the tableau was abandoned. 

‘Then came the affair of the evening. It was 
a charade. I had attended some of the re- 
hearsals, and I had told Mrs, Lot and Georgie, 
who both played in it, that a man with both his 
hands tied behind him, or both his stockings on 
one foot, could guess it. It was altogether too 
easy. ‘Ihe word selected was Exasperate. The 
scenes were as follows: When the curtain rose, 
a large sheet, on which were innumerable X’s, 
appeared before our eyes. If I had not known 
that the building was a church, I should have 
imagined that it was an ale-house. ‘The next 
scene consisted simply of a donkey tied toa 
post. Where they found the ‘“‘critier’’ I can’t 
imagine, unless they imported him from Coney 
Island. In the next scené a little girl brought 
on an immense cat, and, holding it in her arms, 
rubbed its fur gently. Honestly speaking, the 
purr of that tabby was heard all over the build- 
ing. The next scene was similar to the first, 
only on this occasion the shect was covered 
with 8’s. The last scene, which gave the whole 
word, represented a school where all the scholars 
bothered the teacher to such an extent as to 
exasperate him. 

At the end of the charade things turned out 
precisely as I supposed they would. A man 
with a glass eye guessed the word with a prompt- 
ness calculated to take away the breath of 
charade-makers. 

The performances were brought to an end 
by the singing of that lovely hymn, “In the 
Sweet By and-By.’”’ Then I collected my 
family, including my mother-in-law, together, 





and led them to. my own vine and fig-tree. I 
did not say anything on the road, but when we 
had reached our home I stated, in the mildest 
manner possible, my views of the catastrophes 
of the evening. I had run on in that vein for 
some time, amid the laughter of Georgie, the 
scowls of my mother-in-law, and the sullen 
looks of my wife, when Mrs. Lot suddenly burst 
forth. 

“Oh, of course it was a failure,’’? remarked 
she, sarcastically: “ because you had nothing 
to do with it. Poor women, of course, can do 
nothing!”? 

“¢ But, my dear—”’ 

‘Oh, I understand your explanations thor- 
oughly, but I saw you at the exhibition. You 
laughed when poor ma fell with the soap-box.’’ 

“It was funny, my dear,’”’ urged I: “and I 
always laugh at funny things.”’ 

‘Yes; you laughed at your own flesh and 
blood, when the poor boy was doing his best.’’ 

‘* But the boy isn’t an orator, my dear, and 
his performance was laughable.’’ 

“ Of course; and you saw fit to laugh at me 
when that idiot knocked me down on the well.”” 

‘‘On the other hand, my dear, I was afraid 
that you might drown in the well, and I sprang 
up to save you,”’ 

“ Oh, of course!’’ said she, sarcastically. 

“ At that moment,’’ said I: “ I was laughing 
at the peculiar appearance which you had pre- 
sented before you fell, with your white petticoat 
hanging below your black dress.’’ 

“‘ Georgie,’’ exclaimed Mrs. Lot, turning to 
my sister-in-law: ‘‘ how could you let me go on 
so ??? 

“He’s fooling you,’’ said Georgie: ‘‘ your 
skirts were all right.’’ 

Mrs. Lot cast upon me a glance intended to 
pierce me through and through, and then sailed 
out of the room. I looked at Georgie, and we 
both shouted with laughter. My mother-in-law 
sniffed and snorted, and then she sailed out of 
the room, So ended the Sunday-school exhibi- 
tion. 








THE CREAM-CAKE. 


Puck’s ANNUAL for the sick, bereaved, 
Is in all hills and hollows; 

The notices to date reccived 
Upon it are as follows: 


We have received Puck’s ANNUAL for 1882. It is 
brimful, chockful—in fact actually running over with fun, 
frolic, wit and humor. It will make more people happy— 
that is, people who buy it and pay for it—than anything 
we know or can possibly think of. There are not less than 
7,560 square inches of genuine laughter init. We speak 
with accuracy, because we have made a very careful 
mathematical calculation of the thing. This is the way 
we figure it out. It contains 126 pages, and on each 
page there are not less than fifteen hearty laughs, to say 
nothing of the innumerable smiles that come in between 
times, which makes a total of not less than 1,890 laughs. 
There are about four square inches to each laugh, (of 
course a fellow with a big mouth can get more laugh out 
of it than a fellow with a small mouth—but we are speak- 
ing of an ordinary mouth, a Chicago mouth, for instance,) 
and this makes a total of 7,560 square inches. At 25 
cents, it is the best investment that we know of. Those 
who want it address Keppler & Schwarzmann, 21, 23 & 
25 Warren St., New York.— Chicago Sentinel. 


Puck and his ANNUAL for 1882.—The publishers of 
Puck have solved the problem that a comic paper pub- 
lished in the United States can live and make its world 
of readers laugh heartily every week. The paper is in 
constant receipt of golden opinions from the press and 
the public, and we sincerely hope that its financial ex- 
chequer has a similarly sunny aspect. The ANNUAL for 
1882 is literally a feast of good things, and those who 
wish to laugh and grow fat should invest in it without de- 
lay, and when they have read the initial page they will 
know no rest for their aching sides until they have read 
it all the way through. The ANNUAL is simply perfect 
—with but one drawback. We most seriously and sol- 
emnly protest against the use of dumb-bells in delineat- 
ing the figures of the year 1882. PuCk’s belles are never 
dumb! They speak with the whole civilized world for 
their audience.— Hebrew Leader. 





Puck’s annual budget of fun presents this year, on 
its title-page, the curly-headed elf seated astride of a 
blazing ‘comet which is pointed with a luminous star. The 
little volume is crowded with mirth-provoking articles 
and pictures. Among the names of the alleged con- 
tributors we notice those of several prominent people in 
literature, politics and philosophy, whose putative writ- 
ings, under the deft wand of Puck, have been made to 
take on a humorous strain, possibly as surprising to the 
alleged writers as to the reader. — Chicago Evening 
Fournal, 

By a wise dispensation of Messrs. Keppler & Schwarz- 
mann, PucK’s ANNUAL is published at a time when, more 
than any other, sorrowing humanity is sadly in need of 
something to counteract the depressing influences of such 
things as annual statements, trial balances and tailor’s 
bills—that is, it comes early in the new year. The last 
one, just from the press, has put in an appearance at the 
Telegram office. It has enough funny things in it to 
keep one laughing till the next ANNUAL is issued, a 
year hence.— Zoledo Telegram. 

Puck’s ANNUAL comes to us this year funnier than 
ever, with illustrations from the pens of Keppler and his 
corps of artists. The reading-matter has been selected 
with one thought, and that is to outrival any former pro- 
duction of Puck’s predecessors. If you wish for any- 
thing that is entertaining and sure to drive away the 
wrinkles from your youthful faces, go at once and pur 
chase a copy of the ANNUAL for the year 1882.— Wil- 
mington Republican. 

Puck’s ANNUAL for 1882 is out, as bright, saucy and 
entertaining as ever. One can spend a mirthful hour 
scanning Puck’s horoscope for the new year, reading 
Arthur Penn’s wonderfully made ballads, laughing at 
Munkittrick’s grotesqueries, and digesting the sapient ob- 
servations on the months by Hugo, Oscar W-lde, Tenny- 
son and the Sweet Singer of Michigan. To read Puck’s 
ANNUAL is to insure against melancholia and the blues 
for a twelvemonth to come.— New York Star. 

CoMEs IN ON A COMET.—PUCK’s ANNUAL for 1882 is 
out. It might be added that this is enough to say, but 
the little fellow who comes this time astride a comet, has 
brought features and puckerings which deserve extended 
mention, but which must be summed up in the statement 
that the present number outdoes its predecessor in the 
specially prepared cuts and matter it contains.—Zvening 
Auburnian, 

Puck’s ANNUAL for 1882 is upon us in a cometary 
brilliancy which indicates that what is yet to come from 
its parent is brighter than what has been. We rather 
doubt it, for everything PucK does belongs to the top- 
roost of excellence, as the present ANNUAL proves. It also 
proves that if an annual that will antidote melancholy is 
required, Keppler & Schwarzmann, of New York, are 
the publishers to go to for it.— Rome Sentinel. 

Puck’s ANNUAL. for 1882 comes to hand with just the 
store of rich things in story and picture that we should 
naturally expect that jolly, reckless fellow to send out. 
Its almanac is perfect, its record of daily events unique, 
its dissertations on the months the choicest productions 
of the most distinguished authors, and everything else in 
consonance.— Boston Post. 

Puck’s ANNUAL for ’82 is a most excellent publication, 
and should be in every family. Your newsdealer would 
be happy to exchange it for a quarter without a hole in 
it.— Zurner’s Falls Reporter. 





BABIES OF MAUMEE. 

Potatoes they grew small, 

And they ate them tops and all 
In Maumee; 

The babies kicked and squal'ed 

And mothers spanked them all 
In Maumee; 

CastToria’s cured them all, 

No babies now that bawl 
In Maumee. 





Our daily mail is full of letters from those cured of Skin 
Diseases. Dr. Swayne & Son, Prop’s Swayne’s Ointment. 


“A FRIEND AT COURT.” 








A Witty and Amusing Story of a Widow’s Wily Ways of 
Match- Making. 





By JULIAN MAGNus, 





A Complete Story, Published in Fiction No. XXIII. 





Ten Cents a Copy.—Four Dollars a Year. 





A Weekly Story-Paper Containing Only Original Stories. 


** Clear, Wholesome, Pure and Clever.” 


READ’S GRAND DUCHESS COLOGNE. 
MADE OF OTTO OF ROSES AND FRENCH FLOWERS. 
Sold by all Druggists at 25 cents and $1.00 a bottle. 
Ws. H. READ, Baltimore & Light Sts., Baltimore, Md. 
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THE CENUINE 


BROWN’S GINGER 


has never been sold to be 
retailed by the ounce, pint, 
uart or gallon, but always 
4. @., since 1828,) in ONE 
IZE OVAL BOTTLE, that 
retails at FIFTY CENTS. 


ESTABLISHED 1822, 


PHILADELPHIA. 
THE CENUINE 


BROWN’S GINGER 


is protected by STEEL EN- 

GRAVED LABE ed 1858, 

OF ao ceiro of Label, by MEST 
o 

Ager é 





ITIONAL TRAD ARK 
adopted Ist January, 1881, + 
White and Black, and b 
SIGNATURES, and is WRAPPED 
IN BLUE. 

ESTABLISHED 1822. 
FREDERICK BROWN, 
PHILADELPHIA. 





THE CENUINE 


BROWN’S GINGER 
iS A VALUABLE REMEDY FOR 

CRAMPS AND COLICS 
STOMACH-ACHE, 
SUDDEN CHILLS, 
INDIGESTION, 
FLATULENCE, 
SLEEPLESSNESS, 


And for external use instead of 
@ Mustard Plaster, applied on 
flannel and covered with Oil Silk, 
will not blister and will do good. 


FOR ALL SEASONS. TRY IT. 


FREDERICK BROWN, 


PHILADELPHIA. 


Druggists and Grocers, when or- 
dering Supplies from Jobbers, 
should STATE PLAINLY 


Fred’k Brown’s Ginger,Phil’a. 











SMOKE 


MMallid & Sunt 


NEW YORK SEGARS. 


MADE cof PURE TOBACCO. 
For Sale by all First-class Dealers. 





A WEEK. #12 a da 


at home easily made. Costly 
Outfit free. Address 


RruE & Co., Augusta, Maine. 


$12 





THE leading villain of this vile sheet has an 
easy swaying motion while addressing an audi- 
ence, something like that of a clothes-line ina 
gale of wind, while at times his eye lights up 
like a tin lantern, and a cataract of words flows 
from his lips in a perfect torrent of unintelligible 
eloquence. He also has a graceful and effect- 
ive gesture, in which he crouches until his spike- 
tail coat sweeps the floor, and then, suddenly 
starting up like a frightened fawn, he paws the 
air without a pause, and clutches wildly at in- 
tangible objects until reason resumes its throne, 
when he ceases, and is led away in charge of 
the officer to answer to the charge of disturb- 
ance of the peace and indignant behavior in- 
side of the city limits.—Laramie Boomerang. 

Last WEEK, at Los Angelos, a married woman 
eloped with her coachman, in consequence of 
which her husband shot himself. The next day 
his daughter, who was also in love with the 
coachman, went insane, while the servant-girl, 
who was, in turn, gone on the defunct husband, 
tried to drown herself three times, We shall 
get out an extra as soon as we learn of the 
course taken by the house-dog in the matter. 
— San Francisco Post, 

A LOVER who had gone West to make a home 
for his ‘‘ Birdie,’? wrote back: “I’ve got the 
finest quarter section of land (160 acres) I ever 
put my foot down on.’ Birdie wrote back: 
“‘Suppose you buy another quarter section, 
John, so that you can have a lawn around your 
foot ??? John made a home, but “ Birdie” never 
was the mistress of it—M. V. Post, 

THE Haverhill Bulletin thanks heaven that the 
shoddy class distinction and Parisian fashions 
@ Ja Vanderbilt and Mackay, “have not yet en- 
tered Haverhill”’ But Haverhill has her aristo- 
cracy, for it was in that place that the lady, in 
speaking of a fashionable party, said that ‘all 
the illicit of the city were present.—Zowell 
Courier. 

Durinc a dearth of news in a Western news- 
paper office, the office cat was jammed in the 
job press, and the editor immediately set up the 
following head-lines: 

DREADFUL ACCIDENT: 
NinE Lives Lost! 
— Boston Commercial Bulletin, 

THERE are a great many excellent stoves in 
the market; but there is no base-burner like the 
mother’s slipper.— Boston Commercial Bulletin, 





DON’T DIE IN THE HOUSE. 


Ask druggists for ‘‘ Rough on Rats.” It clears out rats, mice 
bed-bugs, roaches, vermin, flies, ants, insects. 15c. per box. 





BISMARCK 
flavors his Champagne with ANGosTurA Bitters, the world re- 
nowned appetizer. Have it on your table. Ask your Grocer or 
Druggist for the genuine article, manufactured by Dr. J. G. B. 
Siegert & Sons. 


\ eee » CONCERTS, 14th ST., NEAR 6th AVE, 
EVERY AFTERNOON AND EVENING. 








*«‘WANTED—A SON-IN-LAW.” 





A Novel Story of Social Life. Complete in Six Chapters. 





By ARTHUR Lot. 





I.—The Advertisement. 
II.—The Advertisement is Published. 
III.—The Advertisement is Answered. 
IV.—The Refusal. 
V.—Mary Relents. 
Vi.—The Captain Puts His Foot Down. 





Published in Fiction No. XXIII. 





A Weekly Story-Paper Containing Only Originaf Stories. 


Ten Cents a Copy.—Four Dollars a Year. 


PUCK’S ANNUAL 


Price, 25 Cents. 








JENNINGS’ SANITARY DEPOT 
JENNINGS’ PATENT WATER CLOSETS, 





Mention this paper. 


The” Al BarGhetrwere’ 688.00, The 
{ cece: 2000 Zhe 








Established 1838 
PACHTMANN & MOELICH, 
Importers, Manufacturers and Dealers in 
il Watches, Diamonds, Jewelry, 















Solid Silver & Plated Wares, 
363 CANAL STREET, 
Bet.S.sth Ave. & Wooster St., New York 


Bargains in every department. 

American Watches, $7. Stem Winders, $12. 
Solid 14 k. Gold American Stem Winder, $50 
Diamond Studs, $10 and upwards. Wedding 
88, and upwards. The argestassortment of 
Jewelry at lowest prices. Repairing ofevery de- 
scription neatly executed. Goods sent C. 0. D to 
anv vart of the U.S. New Illustrated Price List. 


'* 


; = 










#3 Did you ever use RICKSECKER’S SKIN SOAP ? 

It Softens and Whitens the Skin. it Is made 
exclusively of Baimy Vegetable Olis, no Animal 
Fat, no Coloring Matter, no Adulterations, no 
Perfume. Keeps the hands soft and white In 
coldest weather. Large economical tablets 
25 cents each. Druggists or by mall, on re# 
ceilpt often 3c. stamps. 

THEO. RICKSECKER, Perfumer, 
146 William St., N. Y. 









F a 
IS THE MOST WONDERFUL MUSIC-PRODUCING IN- 
STRUMENT IN THE WORLD. 
IT PLAYS EVERYTHING—SACRED, SECULAR 

AND POPULAR! 

IT IS A MARVEL OF CHEAPNESS, AND THE KING OF 

MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS! 
Large Pipe Organs, Pianos and Reed Orgars may all be seen 
operating mechanically as Orguir ettes, Musical Cabinets, and 


Cabinettos, at the most novel and interesting music warerooms 
in the world, 


No. 831 Broadway, 


Between 12th and 13th Sta. NEW YORE. 


THE MECHANICAL ORGUINETTE Co. 


Sole Manufacturers and Patentees, aa Send for Circular 


1 ORGANS " ds onl 7 
BEATTY’S $izs up.” Rare’ Holiday induconsenis Feaaye 
Write or call on BEATTY, Washington, N. J. 


$1 55 A MONTH—Agents Wanted. Fast-selling 
: Novelties and $2 Watches, just out. Catalogues free. 
Feiton Mpc, Co., 138 Fulton St., N. Y. Samples r1c. in stamps. 


DECKER 'S 

















POOL and BILLIARD TABLES, 


with Patent Corded Edge Cushions, warranted supenor 
to all others, end sold at low prices and on easy terms. 
Good second-hand tables always on hand. 


WAREROOMS, 726 BROADWAY, NEW YORK, 





“JUST OUT.” 


BOOK OF INSTRUCTION 
IN THE USE OF 


INDIAN CLUBS, 
DUMB-BELLS, 


And other exercises. Also in the Games of 


QUOITS, ARCHERY. ETC. 
Fully illustrated, bound in cloth. Price 25 
Sents. BENT TO ANY PART OF THE U.S. 
IN THE RECEIPT OF 30c POSTAGE STAMPS 
M. BORNSTEIN, Publisher, 
{S Ann St. New York. 








t Genuine Chromo Cards, no two alike, 
name 10c. SNOW & CO., Meriden, Conn. 


50 wit 
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No. 194 FIFTH AVENUE, 
Under Fifth Ave. Hotel. 
No. 212 BROADWAY, 


KNOX, 


ENGLISH HATS, 
“Martin’s” Umbrellas. 


Corner Fulton Street. 7 » = « E et YX - > & p 53 B s . — oT Seana Novelties. 


[== STYLES ARE CORRECT !! 


WORLD RENOWNED 


QUALITY — THE BEST!! “en 


Agents for the sale of these remarkable JE AQ "¥*&3 can be found in every city in the U. S. 
All Hats manufactured by this house are the recognized standard of excellence throughout the world. None genuine without the trademark. 








PIANOS. R 
P A 


REFERRED BY LEADING ARTISTS. 
Salesroom: 149—155 E, 14th Street, N. Y. 


eaitateaniiteemmaataeel 
Send one, two, three or five dol- 
lars for a retail box, by express, of 
the best Candies in the World, put up 
in handsome toxes. All strictly pure. 
Suitable for presents. Try it once. 


Address, C.F. GUNTHER, Confectioner, 
78 Madison St,, Chicago. 











CHAMPAGNE. 


THIS WINE y 
Is acknowledged by judges to be the best cuvee 
now in existence. It is selected by the Czar and is 
1 ely consumed by the nobility of Russia, who 
are known to be connoisseurs of c. pagne. 








BEWARE OF COUNTERFEITS. 

An excellent appetizing tonic of 
4 exquisite flavor, now used over 
the whole world, cures Dyspep- 
sia, Diarrhea, Fever and Ague, 
A and ali disorders of the Digestive 
Organs. A few drops impart a 
deticious flavor to a giass of cham- 

agne, and to all summer drinks, 

ty it, but beware of counterfeits. 
Ask your grocer or druggist for 
the Grauine article, manufactured 
a J. G. B. SIEGERT & 


J. W. WUPPERMANN, 
(Successor to J. W. HANCOX), 
Sule Agent for the United States. 
61 Broadway, NEW YORK. 


KARL HUTTER’S 
Patent Lightning 


Bottle Stoppers 


Also a Full Assortment of 


LAGER AND WEISS BEER. Bi 
WINE AND BRANDY BOTTLES. 
SpgciaL ATTENTION Pain To Orpers WITH NAME 

Brown In Tue Bott es. 


A Large Selection Of Bottler’s Supplies, 
KARL HUTTER, 
185 Bowery, New York. 


NICOLL The Tailor, 


620 BROADWAY, 
And Nos. 139 to 151 Bowery, New York. 


Pants to order...... ----- $4 to $10. 
Suits to order...........-.- $1L5to $40. 
Winter Overcoats, from $15 up. 
Samples with instructions for SELF-MEASUREMENT sent free to 
very partofthe United States. Branch stores in all principal cities. 


AGENTS 27 RBS eo tates. w. v. 



























THE London 77rush says the Queen is not as 
rich as she is reported to be; that she does not 
put by as much as £20,000 perannum, She 
has our sympathy. We don’t put by as much 
as £20,000, either; but we never dreamed that 
so much destitution existed in Mrs. Guelph’s 
family, It is a wonder that poverty doesn’t 
drive her out of the Queen business, and compel 
her to goon the stage to make a living and save 
something for a long rain.—ANorrisfown Herald, 

A MAN with a silver-plated, double back- 
action coin-holder came into the sanctum the 
other day, and commenced explaining the 
beauties of the article for holding silver halves, 
etc., and he had gotten half through before he 
found he was in a printing-office. When he saw 
his mistake, he went to the door, sadly opened 
it, and kicked himself clear down-stairs,— 
Evansville Argus. 

AN authority says: “ It may be regarded as 
an established fact that apples will keep better 
in moist or damp cellars than in dry ones,’’ But 
that depends altogether on how many small 
boys there are in the family. It isn’t so much 
in the humidity of the cellar as in the gorge- 
ability of the boy.—Quincy Modern Argo, 

“ AmBITIOUS Boy’’: How is a good way to 
start a circus? Why, you just get a girl to write 
a love-letter addressed to your father, and put 
it in the old man’s pocket, where your ma’ll 
find it, and there’ll be circus enough to make 
happy the neighbors for two miles around,— 
Boston Post, 

AN EXCHANGE has an article headed, ‘“ Get 
Hold of a Boy’s Heart.’’ That will do well 
enough if it is a girl you are advising, but we 
had rather get hold of a boy’s collar with one 
hand and his pistol-pocket with the other, You 
can reason with a boy more that way.—Peck’s 
Sun. 

Hunt’s picture of Niagara sold for $10,000 
the other day. ‘The purchaser thought it 
cheaper to buy the picture at that price than to 
visit the Falls and drive around in a hack.— 
Philadelphia News. 





The young man or woman who must 
forsake society because of mortifying 
freckles, tan, tetter, pimples and itching 
exoriations of the face, should use some 
of Dr. Benson’s Skin Cure. It cleanses 
the scalp and is good for the toilet. 


DECKER 


BROTHERS: 


PIANOS, 


33 UNION SQUARE, N. Y. 





Made Easy! 


Shaving 
“VROOM & FOWLER'S” SHAVING SOAP 


gives a quick, soft, lasting lather. Sent by mail on receipt o 
twenty cents, . H. Rutherford 
For SALE EVERYWHERE, 26 Liberty St., N.Y. 


COLUMBIA BICYCLE. 


It is what every boy wants, and what every 
man ought to have. 

Send 3-cent stamp for catalogue and price- 
list to 





sh THE POPE M’F'G C0., 
575 Washington St., Boston, Mass. 


THE BIGGEST, THING OUT extsses* 


. NASON & CO., 111 Nassau St., N. Y 


30 DAYS’ TRIAL FREE 


We send free on 30 days’ trial Dr, Dye’s Electro-Vol- 
taic Belts and other Electric Appliances to those 
suffering from Nervous Debility and Kindred Troubles. 
Also for Rheumatism, Liver and Kidney Troubles, 
and many other diseases, Speedy cures guaranteed. Il- 
lustrated Pamphlet free. Address 


VOLTAIC BELT CO., Marshall, Mich. 


BOKER'S BITTERS 


The Oldest and Best of all 
STOMACH BITTERS, 














AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE. 
To be had in Quarts and Pints. 
L. FUNKE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor. 
78 John Street, New York. 








Plumber and Practical 
THOS B AILEY Sanitary Engineer 
e 10th Avenue, cor. 151st St., NY. 
5 per day at home. Samples worth §s5 free. 
$ to $20 Address Stinson & Co., Portland, Maine. 


WM. NEELY. 


BOOTS a SHOES 


348 Bowery, Cor. Great Jones St. 
WHOLESALE HOUSE, CORNER CHURCH AND DUANE STREETS. 
A full line of E. C. Burt’s Fine Shoes. 
je All Goods marked in Plain Figures. -@K 
Fall and Winter Styles Now Ready. 











RUBY’S ROYAL GILDING 


For Home Decorations & Art Work. 
READY FORINSTANT USE. Sold by 
druggists, stationers and paint dealers, 
Brilliantly illust’d a c. stamp. 
4t 
SRR eens TGE AI SE PIII LCS ARIE GIES PRL Law 


N. Y. Chem’! Mfg. Co., 3 st., N.Y. 


A CARD. 


MARK’S ADJUSTABLE FOLD'NGCHAIR CO. were 
awarded a gold medal at the recent Cotton Exposition, at At- 
lanta. Send for illustrated catalogue. 850 BROADWAY, N.Y. 
234 S. CLARK STREEL, Chicago, III. 








and Stamp Collectors, sent on receipt of 60 cents. 
Address, C. Tottner, Classon Av., Brooklyn, N.Y. 
Bound in Cloth and Gold, $1.00. 


Just Out: 


PUCK’S ANNUA 


Price, 25 Cents. 


Flags (of all nations), Yacht, Pilot aud Commerciai 
201 Signals, printed in brilliant colors, in sets, for Card 








STERBROOK’S PEN 
ALL THE POPULAR STYLES, 

















es Ws for a day, but for all Time.”’ 
The sale of “¢ The Nine Letter Puzz.le’”’ 


$777: Year and expenses to agents. Outfit free. Address, 
P. O. VICKERY, Augusta, Me. 


AMERICAN 


Star Soft Capsules. 


CHEAPEST, QUICKEST, SUREST, BEST 
AND MOST RELIABLE SOFT CAPSULES. 
Genuine Onty In 
Metallic Boxes, Star Stamped on Cover, with 
Blue Wrapper with Star Monogram. 

Victor E. Mauger & Petrie, 
110 Reade Street, New York. 


TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two of 
three hours. For particulars address with stamp to 
H. EICKHORN No. 6 St. Marks Place, New York. 
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HERE WE have a poet. He writes for the 
country newspaper. The paper does not pay 
him anything for writing. He writes for glory. 
See “how pale and thin he is. Perhaps glory 
does not agree‘with him. At night he walks 
without a hat to let the starlight soak into his 
brain. He never gets full. Nobody ever asks 
him to. He was not born a genius. At a very 
early age he fell out of the garret window, and 
when they picked him up he was a poet. Poets 
are therefore made, not born. This is why flats 
are built eight and ten stories high.—Brooklyn 
Eagle, 

Tuis Is a dog-fighter. He appears prosperous 
and happy. He is on good terms with the 
sheriff, and gives him free tickets to the pit. 
You can easily distinguish him from the bull- 
terrier that walks by his side. The terrier has 
a tail; the dog-fighter has none to speak of. But 
there is another difference between them. If 
the dog owned the man he wouldn’t match him 
to be chewed up for the stakes and gate-money. 
This is why the dog is sometimes regarded as an 
inferior animal.— Brooklyn Eagle, 

Two Lapies who had been to hear Minnie 
Hauk were seated in the horse-car. Said one, 
‘‘How do you like ‘Carmen’?”’ “I think 
‘Carmen’ perfectly lovely!’ replied the other. 
And the conductor and driver, the great silly 
creatures, swelled out like a pair of inflated 
frogs, and they have since taken to hair-oil, 
dyed moustaches, patchouly-scented pocket- 
handkerchiefs and all sorts of egregious vanities. 
In the language of Francis Bacon as interpreted 
by William Shakspere: ‘‘ What fools we mor- 
tals be!’’—Boston Transcript, 

THE Norristown Herald says it is the easiest 
thing in the world to find a rhyme for a six- 
cornered word with a mansard roof, if you are 
a.genuine poet, and yet many a genuine poet 
has got stuck on mullagatawny and magilli- 
cuddyreeks.—JV. . Commercial Advertiser, Well, 
perhaps he has—if he attempted to sit down on 
such words. They have so many jagged and 
splintered edges that he couldn’t well avoid 
getting stuck on them.—WNorristown Herald, 

AT THE ALTAR. His honor to the bride- 
elect—“ Are you willing to take Mr. X., here 
present, as your husband?’  Bride-elect— 
“Thank you, sir! I am not!’ His honor 
(flabbergasted )—‘‘ But, my child, you should 
have said so before coming here!’ Bride-elect 
—‘‘ Qh, sir, you are the first person that has 
consulted my wishes in the matter!’?— Paris 
Figaro. 

THERE IS a man who cannot get prompt serv- 
ice to his bell at his hotel, ‘The other night 
he gave the bell a violent ring at midnight. 
Shortly after the servant answered it. “I don’t 
want anything now,’’ said the fellow: ‘I ring 
now in order to get it on file. Bring me hot 
water at 8 in the morning.’ —Courier-/ournal, 

A Wesr Enp man owns a bulldog that cost 
$400. But he doesn’t have to watch the animal 
to prevent its being stolen. ‘Those who have 
had designs in that direction have abandoned 
them, and have shown a disposition to let the 
dog keep the cloth he had taken, if he wanted 
it.— Boston Post. 

THE Boston 7Zranscript says Guiteau is a pic- 
ture of egotism, and, like all great pictures, de- 
serves a place “on the line.’’ The artist who 
executes this picture will have no cause to pitch 
into the “‘ hanging committee’’ and complain 
that his work has been “ skyed.’’—Norristown 
Herald. 


THE cold snap has killed two camels, six 
monkeys, and some snakes in a Philadelphia 
menagerie. But the Board of Aldermen is still 
left, so Philadelphians can have a good men- 
agerie whenever they want it.— Boston Post. 


Our national him—‘‘ The America) Eagle.” 
— Boston Commercial Bulletin. . 





It takes eight hundred full-blown roses to 
make a single tablespoonful of the famous per- 
fume, and you can get enough perfume out of 
an onion to drive a dog ona gallop out ofa 
slaughter-house. And yet we admire the rose 
more than we do the onion.— Boston Post. 


No MAN who has never written a book can 
comprehend the awful joy which fills the soul of 
the author as he discovers the offspring of his 
brain sandwiched in among a number of other 
discarded volumes, and marked, ‘‘ Your choice 
for ten cents.”’—V. FV. Com, Advertiser. 

WHEN a Boston girl is presented with a bou- 
quet, she says: “Oh, how decidedly sweet. Its 
fragrance impenetrates the entire atmosphere 
of the room.’ A Kansas girl simply says, “It 
smells scrumptious; thanks, Reuben.’’—Denver 
Tribune, 


More than one hundred men and boys have 
been killed by hunting accidents within the last 
six weeks, While sympathizing with the friends 
of these men and boys, one cannot help feeling 
like congratulating the game just a little.— 
Boston Transcript. 


MayseE fashion isn’t a power, but you just 
gaze at a last spring’s bonnet which cost fifty 
dollars, see that itis as good as new, and realize 
that it couldn’t be sold at any price, and then 
deny, if you can, the power of fashion.— Boston 
Post. 

A PLASTER cast of Daniel Webster’s head has 
been sold five times in New York under as many 
different names, and it is now doing duty in a 
second-hand store to show off plug hats and 
swell neckties.— Detroit Free Press. 





We are strongly disposed to regard that 
person as the bast physician who does 
most to alleviate human suffering. 
Judged from this standard, Mrs. Lydia 
E. Pinkham, 233 Western Avenue, 
Lynn, Mass.,is entitled to the front rank, 
for her Vegetable Compound is daily 
working wonderful cures. Send for cir- 
cular to the above address. 


MC CANN’S HATS 


$2.90 FOR A $5.00 SILK HAT. 
$1.75 FOR A $2.50 SOFT HAT. 
$2.40 FOR A $3.50 DERBY HAT. 


218 BOWERY. 








A RARE OPPORTUNITY. 





Gentlemen wishing to be well dressed at low prices should go to 


ARNHEIM 


The Tailor, 


190 & 192 BOWERY, cor. SPRING ST., 


Overcoats of English Melton and Kersey, all shades, made to 
order, $18.00. hoice of 1,000 different styles for Pants to order, 
$4 00, and Suits, $16..00 Also, 1,000 different styles for Pants to 
order, $5.00, and Suits, $20.00. 

STORE OPEN TILL 10 P. M. 
Our only Branch in New York is 305 BROAD- 


WAY,corner Duane Street. 


A. WEIDMANN & CO., 


SOs BROADWAY, 
Cor. Duane Street, NEW YORE, 


BRANCH: No. 244 GRAND ST., Near Bowery. 
IMPORTERS AND MANUFACTURERS OF 


Troy, s, 


Masks, Gold and Silver Trimmings, Spangles and other 
Material for Costumes, Fireworks, etc. 
ja Catalogues sent on Application. -@\ 













WITH THIRTY CHANGES OF POSITIONS. 
Parlor, Library, Invalid Chair, Child’s 
Crib, Bed or Lounge, combining 
beauty, lightness, strength, sim- 
plicity and comfort. Everything 
to an exact science. Orders by 
mail promptly attended to. Goods 
shipped to any address, C. O. D. 
Send for Illustrated Circulars. 
a Quote Puck. Address the WIL- 
- ~ tm SON ADJUSTABLE CHAIR 
MANUF’G CO., 661 Broadway, N. Y. 


IMPERIAL GERMAN MAIL 
North German Lloyd 


STEAMSHIP LINE between 





Sailing every Saturday. 


By Company’s Pier, foot of Second Street, Hoboken. 
MAIN, Saturday, Jan. 28th. DONAU, Saturday, Feb. rth 
ODER, Saturday, Feb. 4th. RHEIN, Saturday, Feb. 18th. 
Rates of passage from NEW YORK to SOUTHAMPTON, 
HAVRE, or BREMEN: 
First Cabin, $100; Second Cabin, $60; Steerage, $30. 
Return tickets at reduced rates. Prepaid Steerage Certificates, $25 
OELRICHS & CO., General Agents, No. 2 Bowiing Green. 
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Goventy- we Conks, 
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STILL ANOTHER GREAT AMERICAN INSTITUTION—THE FREE AND UNTRAMMELED TICKET-SPECULATOR. 





